Teochiew                                                                      39*
from his brow trickled into his eyes, obstructing
his vision.
They were passing the house. The car was
going too quickly to allow him anything but a dim
and hurried glimpse. There was a white-haired
old man seated in the doorway. That would be
the tenant Ah Kien was to expel. The house next
to the coffee shop.
Everything was satisfactorily arranged. They
drove out to Kim Huat's domicile in the suburbs
and bade him farewell. It was a bewildered Kim
Huat wrho at last settled down beneath his blanket.
For an hour he ruminated on the strange experience
he had had.
*                 *                 *
MIDNIGHT was striking when Kim Huat arrived
at the ten-storeyed restaurant on the following
night. He found Pi Boon and Ah Kien awaiting
him expectantly. They ordered for him a plate of
bird's-nest soup and a coloured ice. Then he made
his report. He had been very successful. The
street being almost empty, he had no difficulty in
entering the house with the tins of kerosene. He
had soaked the floor and walls thoroughly, and the
blaze which followed was indeed satisfactory.
Ah Kien's eyes glittered.
"That is good," he said.
"An abundant fire thrilleth the heart," added
Pi Boon sagely.
"One thing only I could not understand," con-
tinued Kim Huat, sipping his soup. "Why did
you not expel your tenant as you promised ? "